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PART L

After arranging the ]gyptian and Mexi-
can pottery so as to contrast agreeably
with the Dutch and the German beer mugs
en the top of the book came that ran along
one wall of the sitting room, Cosmo Wayn-
Sete went back into the bed room and took
from a half-empty trunk the little card-
board boxes In which he kept the collection
of playing cards, and all manner of out-
landish equivalents for these simple instru-
ments of fortune, picked up here and there
during his twa or three years of dilettante
traveling in strange countries. At the same
time he brought out a Japanese crystal
ball, which he stood upon its silver tripod,
placing it on a little table in one of the
windows on each side of the fireplace; and
there the rays of the western sun !!ghted
it up at once into translucent loveliness.
The returned wanderer looked out of the

window and saw on one side the grace-
ful and vigorous tower of :he Malison
Square Gai den, with its D'ana turning in
the December wind, while in the other d!-
rection he could look down on the frozen
paths of Union Square, only a block d's-
tant, but as far below him almost as
though he was gazing down 'rom a bal-
loon. Then he stepped back into the sit-
ting room itself, and noted the comfortable
furniture and wood fire crackling in friend-
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ly fashion on the hearth, and his own per-
sonal belongings scattered here and there
as though they were settling themselves
for a stay. Having arrived from Europe
only that morning, he could not but hold
himself lucky to have found these rooms
taken for him by the old fread to whom
he had announced his return, and with
whom he was to eat his Chr'stmas dinner
that evening. He ha,3 not been an shore
more than six or seven hours, and yet the
most of his odds and ends were unpacke-d
and already in place, as though they Iee-
longed in this new abode. It was true that
be had toiled unceasingly to accomplish
this; and as he stood there In his sfhirt
sleeves, admiring the results of his laitors,
he was conscious also that hMs muscles
were fatigued and that the easy chair be-
fore the fire opened its arms temptingly.
He went again Into the bed room and

took from one of his many trunks a long,
loose garment of pale gray silk. Apparent-
ly this beautiful robe was Intended to serve
as a dressing gown. and an such Cosmo
Waynflete utilized It Immediately. The
ample folds fell softly abcut him, and the
rich silk Itself seemed to I*e soothing to his
limbs, so delicate was its fiber and so care-
'fully had It been woven. Around the full
skirt there was em'oroidery of threads of
gold, and agala on the open and flowing
sleeves. With 'he skillful freedom of Jap-
anese art the patte-rn of this dec~oration
seemed to suggrest the shrubbery about a
spring, for there were strange plants with
huge leaves broadly outlined by the golden
threads, and in the midst of them water
was se-n bubbling from the eartht and lap-
ping gently over the edge of the fountain.
As the re-turned wanderer thrust his arms
Into the dressing gown with Its symbolic
emsbroi'dery on the skirt and sleeves, he re-
membered distinctly the dismal day when
he had bot ght it In a little curiosity shopIn 'Nuremberg; and as he fastened across
his chest one -by one thb loops of silken
cord to the three enius which served as
buttons down the frcnt of the robe, he re-
called also the time and the place where
lie had picked up each of these pieces of
gold and silver, one after -another. The
first of them was a Persian darte, wh!ch he
had purchased from a dealer on the Grand
canal In Venice, and the second was a
Spanish reso, struck under Philip H1 at
Potosi, which he had found In a stall on
the embankment of the Quay Voltaire In
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himself he Cale" the rol-of hI. ftolo"ronla* now biding their tim as he ws
and ready always to obey hin orders and t(
follow his lead to the death, when at last th
sun should rise on the day of vengeanoe,9o he gave no heed to the JoOffs and th
Jeers of those who passed along the street
laughing him to scorn as they beheld hin
lying there in a stupor from excessivi
drink at that inordinate hour of the dayAnd among those who came by at last wa
a man from Satsuna who was moved t4
voice the reproaches of all that saw thi
sorry sight.
"Is not this Oishi Kuranosuke?" said th,

man from Satsuma, "who was a councillo;
of Asano Takumi no Kami, and who, no
having the heart to avebge his lord, givehimself up to women and wine? gee how
he lies drunk in the public street: Faithles beast! Fool and craven! Unworthy a
the rame of a samurai!"
And with that the man from Satsum

trod on him as he lay there and s9at upo
him, and went away indignantly. The spleiof Kotsuke no Suke heard what the mai
from Satsuma had said and they m4tw hov
he had spurneJ the prostrate samu-nl wit]
his foot; and they went their way to re
port to their master that he need no longeihave any fear of the councillors of Asaa
Takumi no Kami. All this the man. lyin
prone In the dust of the street, notei; an,
It made his heart glad, for then he mado
sure t:a t the. day was soon coming whet
he couitd do his duty at last and talk
veageance for the death of his miascer.

* * * * * * *

He lay there longer than he knew, anm
the twilight settled down at last, and tho
evening stars came out. And then, afie
awhile, and by Imperceptible degrees Cos
m) Wnavntiete became cons is that in
scene had changed and that he had change(
with !t. He was no longer In Japtan, hu
in Persia. He was no longer lying like i
drunkard In the street of a Aty, but slum
bering like a weary soldier In a little oasi
b' the ride of a spring In the midst of :
san-ily desert. He was asleep. an his f:ith
ful horse wrs unbridled that it might 'ir',
the grass at- wilL
The su4' was hot .and th-i-k; and th4lentes of the slim tree above him wer

never rtlrd by a wander!ig --lnd Vv,
now and again there came from the dark
ness a faintly fetid odor. The evening
wore on and still he slept, until at lengt
in the silence of the night a strange hug4
creature wormed Its way steadily out of it
lair amid the trees, and drew near thi
sleeping man to devour him fiercely. Bul
the horse neighed vehemently, and beat thi
ground with his hoofs and waked hit
master. Then the hideous monster vanish
ed; and the man, aroused from his sleep
saw nothing, although the evil smell stil
lingered In the sultry atmosphere. He la3down again once more, thinking that foi
once his steed had given a false alarm
Again the grisly dragon drew nigh, ant
again the courser notified Its rider, anc
again the man could make out nothing ir
the darkness of the night; and again he
was well-nigh stifled by the foul emanatio;
that trailed In the wake of the misbegot
ten creature. He rebuked his horse ant
laid him down once more.
A third time the dreadful beast approach.ed and a third time the faithful chargeiawoke its angry master. But there cam(

the breath of a gentle breeze, so that th4
man did not fear to fill his lungs; an
there was a vague light in the- heaven
now, so that he could dimly discern ht
mighty enemy; and at once he girded him-
self for the fight. The scaly monster cam(
full at him with dripping fangs, Its mIght3
body thrusting forward Its huge and hid-
eous head. The man met the attack with-
out fear and smote the beast full on the
crest, but the blow rebounded from its coal
of mail.

The Setly Monster eame Funll at Him.
Then the faithful horse sprang forward

and bit the dreadful creature full upon the
neck and tore away the scales, so that its
master's sword could pierce the armored
hide. So the man was able to dissever the
ghastly neck and thus to slay the mon-
strous dragon. The blackness of night
wrapped him about once more as he fell
on his knees and gave thanks for his vic-
tory; and the wind died away again.

PART M.
Only a few minutes after, so it seemed to

him, at least, Cosino Wayndlete becarne
doubtfully aware of another changa of
time and pla::e-f another transformna-
tion of his own being. He knew him-
self to be alone once more, and even with-
out his trusty charger. Again he found
himself groping In the dark. But in a
little while there was a faint radiiance
of light; and at last the moon came out
from behind a tower. Then he saw thai
he was not by the roadside In Japan or
in- the desert of Persia, but now in some
unknown city of southern Europe, where
the architecture was Hispano-Moresque. El
the silver rays of the moon he was able
to make out the beautiful design datm-
ascened upon the blade of the sword which
he held now in his hand ready drawn for
self-defense.
Then he heard hurried footfalls down

the empty street, and a man rushed
around the cc rner pursued by two others,who had also weapons in their hands. For
the moment Cosmo Waynfiete was a Span-
lard, and to him It was a point of honor
to aid the weaker party. He cried 1o the
fugitive to pluck up heart and to withstand
the enemy stoutly. But the hunted mar
fled on, and after him went one of the pur-
suers, a tall, thin fellow, with a long blackm
cloak streaming behind him as he ran.
The other of the two, a handsome lad,with fair hair, came to a bait and crossed

swords with Cosmo, and soon showed him-
self to be skilled in the art of fence. Se
violent was .the young fellow's attack that
in the ardor of self-defense Cosmo r
the boy through the body before he had
time to hold his hand or even to reflect.
The lad toppled over sideways: "Oh! mymother!" he cried, and In a second lhe was

dead. While Cosino bent over the body

Csmo Ram the Boy Thmrough.-
hasty footss agada eelioed aledg thesilent thoroug fare. Cosme peered aropndthe eorner, and le the attuggling sman,beame he esuid se that it was the tall
thin fellow In~7blaek cloak. who was re-turning wths sco--.r of r.etanes al

iarmed and some oftihem bearing torches.-
Cosmo turned anN- fled swiftly, but be-

ing a stranger In the -oty- he soon lost
Shimself in its tortuous streets. Seeing aSlight in a window and observing a vine
that trailed from the balcony before it, hei.climbed up boldly, and found himself face, to face with a gray-haired lady, whosea visage was beautiful and kindly and noble.

,In a few words he told her his plight and
besought sanctuary. She listened to him
in silence, with exceeding courtesy of man-
ner, as 'though she were weighing his

i words before making up her mind. She
raised the lamp on her table and let its
beams fall on his lineaments. And still
she made no answer to his appeal.t Then came a glare of torches In the street

Ibelow and a knocking at the door. Then
at last the old lady came to a resolu-
tion; she lifted the tapestry at the head of
her bed and told him to bestow himself
there. No sooner was he hidden than the
tall, thin man in the long black cloak en-
tered hastily. He greeted the elderly lady
as his aunt, and he told her that her socnhad been set upon by a stranger in the
street and had been slain. She gave *a
great cry and never took her eyes from

. his face. Then he said that a servant had
seen an unknown man climb to the t-al-
cony of her house. What if it were the
assassin of her son? The blood left Lerface and she clutched at the table belindher, as she gave orders to have the housesearched.
When the room was empty at last, she

went to the head of the bed and bade theman concealed there to come forth and be-
gone, but to cover his face that she mightnot be forced to know him again. So say-'ng, she dropped on her knees before acrucifix, while he slipped out of the windowagain and down to the deserted street. -

He sped to the corner and turned it un-discovered and breathed a s!gh of relief andof regret. He kept on steadily, glidingstealthily along in the shadows, until hefound himself at the city gate, as the bellof the cathedral tolled the hour of mid-night.
How it was that he passed through the

gate he could not declare with precision,for seemingly a mist had settled about him.Yet a few minutes later he saw that in
some fashion he must have got beyond thewalls of the town, for he recognized the
open country all around. And oddlyenough he now discovered himself to beastride a bony steed. He could not saywhat'm'anner of horse it was he was rid-Ing, but he felt sure that it was not thefaithful charger that had saved his life inPersia, once upon a time, in days long goneby, as it seemed to him then. He was notin Persia now-of that he was certain, no.in Japan. nor in the Spanish peninsula.Where he was he did not know.
In the dead hush of midnight he couldhear the barking of a dog on the oppositeshore of a dusky and Indistinct waste of

waters that spread itself far below him.The night grew darker and darker, the
stars seemed to sink deeper in the sky, and
driving clouds occasionally hid them front
his sight. He had never felt so lonely and
dismal. In the center of the road stood an
enormous tulip tree; its limbs were gnarledand fantastic, large enough to form trunks
for ordinary trees, twisti'g down almost
to the earth, and rising again into the air.
As he approached this fearful tree, he
thought he saw something white hangingin the midst of it, but on looking more nar-
rowly he perceived it was a place whereit had been scathed by lightning and the
white wood laid bare. About two hundred
yards from the tree a small brook crossed
the road; and as he drew near he beheld-
on the margin of this brook, and in thedark shadow of the grove-he beheld some-
thing huge, misshapen, black and towering.It stirred not, but seemed gathered up in
the gloom like some gigantic monster readyto spring upon the traveler.
He demanded in stammering accents,"Who are you?" He received no reply. He

repeated his demand in a still more agitat-ed voice. Still there was no answer. And
then the shadowy object of alarm put it-
self in motion and with a scramblig and a
bound stood in the middle of the road. He
appeared to be a horseman of large di-
mensions and mounted on a black horse of
powerful frame. Having no relish for this
strange midnight companion, Cosmo Wayn-flete urged on his steed in hopes of leavingthe apparition behind; but the strangerquickened his horse also to an equal pace.And when the first horseman pulled up,thinking to lag behind, the second did like-
wise. There was something in the moodyand dogged silence of this pertinacious
cpmpanion that was mysterious and appal-ling. It was soon fearfully accounted for.On mounting a rising ground which broughtthe ligure of his fellow traveler against the
sky, gigantic in height and muflied in a
cloak. he was horror-struck to discover the
stranger was headless!-but his horror was
still more increased in observing that the
head which should have rested on the
shoulders was carried before the body on
the pommel of the saddle.
The terror of Cosmo Waynflete rose to

desperation and he spurred his steed sud-
denly in the hope of giving his weird coni-
panion the slip. But the headless horseman
started full jump with him. His own horse
as though possessed by a demon plungedheadlong down the hill. He could hear,however, the black steed panting and
blowing close behind him; he even fancied
that he felt the hot breath of the pursuer.
WhE n he ventured at last to cast a look
behind, he saw the goblin rising in the
stirrups, and in the very act of hurling at
him the grisly head. He fell out of the
saddle to the ground; and the black steed
and the goblin rider passed by him like a
whirlwind.

How long he lay' there by the roadside,
stunned and motionless, he could not

His Own Horse Plunged Headlong
Down the Hil.

guess; but when he came to himself at
last the sun was already high in theheaverns. He discovered himself to be re-
clining on the tall grass of a pleasant
graveyard which surrounded a little coun-
try church in the outskirts of a pretty
little village. It was in the early summer
and the foliage. was green over his head
as the boughs swayed gently to and fro
id the morning breese. The birds were
singing gayly as they flitted about over his
head. The bees hummed along from flow-
er to flower. At last, so it seemed to him,he had come into a land of peace and quiet,where there was rest and comfort and
where no man need go in fear of his life.
It was a country where vengeance was
not a duty and where midnight combats
were not a custom. He found himself smil-ing as he thought that a grisly dragon and
a goblin rider would be equally out ofplace in this laughing landscape.
Then the boil in the steeple of the little

church began to ring merrily and he rose
to his feet in expectation. All of a sudden
the knowledge came to him why it was that
they were ringing. He wondered then whythe coming of the bride was thus delayed.He knew himself to be a lover with lifeopening brigatlgbefore him: and the world
seemed to himn sweeter than ever beforeand more beautifuL.
Then at last the girl whom he lovedwith his whole heart and who had prom-ised to marry him appeared In the distance,and he thoughft he had never seen bar lookmore lovely. As he beheld his bridal partyappresehing, he slipped Into the church toawait her at the altar,.h sunshine fellfull seen the portal and maea halo aboutthe girrs head as she eremsed the threshold.
But evesn when the bride stood by hisside ad the clergyman had beguns thesolemn service o the church, the bella

kept mn, and soon their chiming became aclangog, louder and sharper, and more in-sistent.-. .

PAT III.

ringing that. Cosibo WAIniete'was roused
at last. He found hIm'lf suddenly stand-
Ing on. his feet, with Jis hand clutching
the badh of the chair In which he had been
sitting before thh ftre*hen the rays of
the setting sun had set long ago, and the
room was dark, for. ,was lighted now
only by the embers of the burnt-out fire;
and the electric bell was ringing steadily
as though the man o ethe door had
resolved to waken the 'en sleepers.Then Cosmo Wayne was wide awakeagain; and he knew where he was oncemore-not in Japan. not in Persia, not inLisbon, not in Sleepy ]Rg low, but here jaNew York, 'in his own m, before hisown fire. He opened the door at once andadmitted his friend, sl Stuyvesant."It isn't dinner time, as it?" he asked."I'm not late, am I? The fact Is, I've beenasleep."
"It is so good of you to confess that."his friend answered, laughing; "althoughthe length of time you kept me waitingand ringing might have-led me to suspectit. No, you are not late and it is not din-ner time. I've come around to have an-cther chat with you before dinner, that'sall.."
"Take this chair, old man," said Coo-mo, as he threw another hickory stick onthe fire. Then he lighted the gas and satdown by the side of his friend."This' chair is comfortable, for a fact."Stuyvesant declared, stretching himself outluxuriously. "No wonder you went, tosleep. What did you dream of?-strangeplaces you had seen in your travels or thehomely scenes of your native land?"Waynfiete looked at his friead for a mo-

ment without answering the question. He
was startled as he recalled the extraordi-
nary series of riventures which had fallen
to his lot since he had fixed his gaze on
the crystal ball. It seemed to him as
though he h-d been whirled through spaceand through time.
"I suppose every man is always the hero

of his own dreams," he began, doubtfully."Of course," h's friend returned; "in
sleep our natural and healthy cgotism isabsolitely unrestrained. It doesn't make
any matter where the scene Is la!d, or
whether the play is a comedy or a tragedy,the dreamer has always the center of the
stage w!th the calcium light turned full on
him."
"That's just !t," Waynflete went on. "This

dream of mine makes me feel as if I were
an actor, and as if I had been playing
many parts, one after the other, in the
swifteat succession. They are not familiar
to me, and yet I confess to a vague feelingof unoriginality. It is as though I was a
plag'arist of adventure-if thnt be a possi-ble supposition. I have-just gone throughthese startling s!tuations mys*'f, and yetI'm sure that they have all of them hap-
pened before-although, perhaps, not to
any one man. Indeed, no one man could
have had all these adventures of mine, be-
cause I see now that I have been whisked
through the centuries and across the hem-
!spheres with a suddenness possible onlyIn dreams. Yet all my experiences seem
somehow second hand and not really my
own."
"Picked up here and there-like your bric-

a-brac?" suggested Stuyvesant. "But what
are these alluring adventures of yours that
stretched through the ages and across the
continents?"
Then, knowing how fond his friend was

of solving mysteries and how prou'l he was
of his skill in this art. Cosma Waynflete
narrated his dream as It has been set down
in these pages.
When he had made an end, Paul Stuyve-

sant's first remark was: "I'm sorry I hap-
pened along just then and waked you up
before you had time to get marr!e'1."

Then He Lighted the Gas.
His second remark followed half a min-

ute later.
"I see how it was," he said. "You were

sitting in this chair and looking at that
crystal ball, which focused the level rays
of the setting sun, I suppoise? Then it Is
plain enough-you hypnotized yourself!"
"I've heard that such a thing is possi-

ble," responded Cosmo.
"Possible?" Stuyvesa:%t returned; "It is

certain! But what is more curious Is the
new way in which you cambined your self-
hypnotism with crystal gazing. You have
heard of scrying, I suppase?"
"You mean the practice of looking into

a drop of water or a crystal ball or any-
thing of that sort," said Cosmo-"and of
seeing things in It-of seeing people mov-
ing about?"
"That's just what I do mean," his -friend

returned. "And that's just what you have
been doing. You fixed .your gaze on the
bail and so hypnotized yourself; and then
in the Intensity of your vision you were
able to see figures in the crystal-with one
of which visualized emanations you im-
mediately identified yourself, That's easy
enough, I think. But I don't see what sug-
gested to you your separate experiences.
I recognize them, of course-"
"You recognize them?" cried Waynfiete

in wonder.
"I can tell you where you borrowed every

one of your adventures," Stuyvesant re-
plied. "But what I'd like to know now is
what suggested to you just those char-
acters and situations, and not other. also
stored away in your subconsciousness."
So saying he began to look about the

room.
"My subconsciousness?" repeated Wayn-fiete. "Have I ever been a samurai in my

subconsciousness ?"
Paul Stuyvesant looked at Cosino Wayn-fiete for nearly a minute without reply.

Then all the answer he made was to say:
"That's a queer dressing gown you have
on."
"It is time I took it off," said the other,buiting the action to the word. "It is a

beautiful specimen of weaving, isn't it? I
call it the dream gown of the Japanese am-
bassador, for although I bought It in a
curiosity shop in Nuremburg, it was once,I really believe, the -slumber robe of an
oriental envoy."
Stuyvesant took the slken garment from

his friend's hand. "'

"Why did the Japan~'se ambassador sell
you his dream gown fVa Nuremberg cu-
riosity shop?" he asketi.
"He . didn't," Wayn'gete explained, "I

never saw the ambassador, and neither did
the old German lady triho kept the shop.
She told me she bought it from a Japanese
acrobat who was out oft an engagement and
desperately hard up. IBut she told me also
that the acrobat had told'her that the gar-
ment had belonged to sie ambassador, who
had given it to him as k feward of his skill,
and that ho never wodR-have parted with
it if he had not been deeM broke."
Stuyvesent held the lobe up to the light

and inspected the embroldery on the skirt
of it.
"Yes," he said!, at i Mt~ this would ac-

count for It, I suppose, -This bit here was
probably meant to suget 'the well where
the head was washed'uzeee?"
"I see that those lines may be meant to

represent the outline of a spring of water,
but I don't gee what that has to do with
my dream." Waynflete answered.
"Don't your' Stuyvesant returned, "ThennI aitow you. Yoja had on this silk gar-

ment -embroidered here with an outline of
the well in which was washied the head of
Kotsuke no Suke, the man whom the Forty-Seven Ronins'killed. You know the story"
"I read it In Jhpan, but-" began Cosmo."You had that story stored away in your

subconsciousess," Interrupted his friend."And! when you hypnotized yourself by peer-
ing into -the crystal ball this einbroideryit was which suggested to you to see your-self as the hero of the tale-lai Kurano-~
suke, the chief of the Forty-Baron Boning,the faithful follower who avenged his mas-ter by pretending to be violbus and diss!-pated-just like Brutus .and Loransaceiountfl the amy was ofE his guard and opento attack.""I think v do reallathen st a oatheFor-

Seven RonIns, but only very vaguely." said
the bero of the dream. '"For all I know I
may have had the "adventate at OlslaKuranosuke laid on the sbef somewhere
in my subconsciousness, as you want me to
believe. Buthow about my Persian dragonand my Iberian noblewoman?"
Paul Stuyvesant was examining the dreami

gown cf the Japanese ameaseador with
minute care. Suddenly he said: "Oh"' and
then he looked up at Cosmo Wayaulete and
asked: "What are those buttons? They
seem to be old coins,"
"They are old coins," the other answered;

"it was a fancy of mine to utilize them on
that Japanese dressing gown. They are all
different, you. see. The first Is-"
"Persian, isn't It?' interrupted Stuy-

vesant.
"Yes," Wayntiete explained, "It is a Per-

sian dare. And the second Is a Spanish
peso made at Potosi under Phillip II for use
in Americ. And the third is a York shil-
ling. one of the coins in circulation here in
New York at the time of the revolution-I
got that one, in fact, from the farmer who
plowed it up in a neld at Tarrytown. near
'Sunnyside.' "

"Then there are three of your adventures
accounted for, Cosmo. and easily enough,"Paul commented, with obvious satisfacton
at his own explanation. "Just as the em-
broidery on the silk here suggested to youafter you had hypnotized yourself that you
were the chief of the Forty-Seven Ronins.
so this first coin here in turn suggested to
you that you were Rustem, the hero of the
'Epic of Kings.' You have read the 'Shah-
Nameh?' "

"I remember Firdaus's poem after a
fashion only," Cosmo answered. "Was not
Rustem a Persian Hercules, so to speak?""That's it, precisely." the other responded,"ard he had seven labors to perform, and
you dreamed the third of them, the slayingof the grisly dragon. For my own part, I
think I should have preferred the fourth of
them-the meeting with the lovely enchant-
ress-but that's neither here nor there."
"It seems to me I do recollect somethingabout that fight of Rustem and the strange

"So ean 1," said Paul Stuyvesant.
beast. The faithful horse's name was
Rakush. wasn't it?" asked Wayntlete.'If you can recollect the 'Shah-Nameh,'"
Stuyvesant pursued, "no doubt you can re-
call also Beaumont and Fletcher's 'Custom
of the Country?' That's where you got the
midnight duel in Lisbon and the magnani-
mous mother, you know."
"No, I don't know," the other declared.
"Well, you did, for all that," Paul went

on. "The situation Is taken from one in a
drama of Calderon's, and it was much
strengthened in the taking. You may not
now remember having read the play, butthe incident must have been familiar to
you, or else your subconsciousness couldn'thave yielded it up to you so readily at thesuggestion of that Span!sh coin, could it?"
"I did read a lot of Elizabethan drama in

my senior year at college," admitted Cos-mo. "and this piece of Beaumont andFletcher's may have been one. of those Ireadi-but I totally fail to recall now whatit was all about."
"You won't have the cheek to declarethat you don't remember the 'Legend ofSleepy Hollow,' will you?" asked Stuyve-sant. "Very obviously it was the adven-ture of Ichabod Crane and the HeadlessHorseman that the York shilling suggestedto you."
'I'll admit that I do recollect Irving'sstory now," the other confessed."So the embroidery on the dreaMgowngives the first of your strange situations;and the three others v ere suggested by thecoins you- have been using as buttons."said Paul Stuyvesant. "There is only onething now that puzzles me-that is thecountry church and the noon wedding andthe beautiful bride."
And with that he turned over the foldsof the silken garment that hung cver hisarm.
Cosmo Waynfiete hesitated a moment anda blush mantled his cheek. Then he lookedhis friend in the face-and said: "I think Ican account for my dreaming about her-Ican account for that easily enough.""So can I." said Paul Stuyvesant, as heheld up the photograph of a lovely Ameri-can girl that he had just found in thepocket of the dream-gown of the Japaneseambassador.

(The End.)
TUlE WORLD'S BIGGEST WATCIL

It is Four Inches Wide, Gold, andWeig-ha Two Pounds.
From the New York World.
The largest watch in the world was madein London for William Wilkens of Balti-

more. It is kept by his sons as an heirloom,
Mr. Wilkens was an odd man in many

ways. One of his peculiar desires was to
possess things that were entirely different
from other things in the world. His bigwatch was a manilfestation of this trait. Itcost him $2,500. He ordered it In I86, butit was not finished until 1861. The massivegold chain. to which it was attached, weighsfour pounds and cost 1800. It was madein this country.
The watch-a repeater-weighs two poundslacking an ounce. The hunting case is ofeighteen-carat gold and Is seven-eighths ofan inch thick. The white enamel dial Isfour Inches in diameter. The case is elab-orately engraved inside and outside, the de-sign on the front representing Mr. Wilkens'Baltimore factory and residence. The en-graving on the back represents Mr. Wilkensand his favorite old white horse, for whichhe had as much affection as it Is possiblefor one to have for a dumb animal.Mr. Wilkens, who was very wealthly whenhie died, began life in a humble way. Hestarted business by wheeling home In a bar-row the hair and bristles which he gatheredat the Baltimore slaughter houses, theresorting and preparing them for market. Thebusiness grew steadily and Mr. Wilkens pur-chased a horse and wagon, abandoning thewheelbarrow. The horse, however, wasrnever deserted. When It became too old towork It was cared for tenderly, and when Itdied Its owner purchased a plot of groundopposite his residence and buried it there,

When his huge watch was made he gave his

faithful old horse equal prominence withhimself In the engraving on the case.' Mr.Wilkens carried this big watch to the dayof his death. The chain, which is aboutfour feet long, was worn about his neck.He had an extra large pocket mide in each1of his vests to hold the watch. Some Ideaof the Immensity of the timepiece may be

gained by knowing that the largest wateh
now occasionally manufactured for the

trade has a case two inches wide and a dial

one and three-quarter inches wide. The

dliameter of the watch Is nearly four and a

quarter inches.

Written for The Evening Star.

"Church Bells."

Pre set an endless measure to that chime,

Sweet Pr@sing belisi
My heart dissolved ia prayer, myr prayer im sbSweet eveaing bellel
Now, mumoner days are drifted to the 91t
No roses blow

To cntter petals, whem the wind runs fast,

And day dips low.
New fallen mnobueaes hang on bougs ef las
On hedge of speas;

So timne will drape the shaptes of our devise
With fresea tears,

Yet tanelhl are those tonguss with hiseds
They tell, they darel

Yet mellowr are these threat. with mystri,
Divinely fair,

When I lie silent in the last long sleep -

Of dreamless death,
I walid their japee tensr theg might baggyThough hushef my breath.
Pd-have the raptarese toheaesven's usMOf great bails swaug,
Melodiss to gsal, irqsem ese '

With sai agse.
Not tulitsgdressie leas the asur deepahIn ho tears,
list thnillg-4Ihe the pu1ses that we bear.Iinmrta esms.

.-MAny mUseman ==1=

.,MLIIIW.1RamstweIlaI

Major Robbins of the wecou Islaa state smaadi,
aid an Gen. McKees staff, &~Ad lureilet of Camp
Gray, han been for two years ame ot the mm Ii-
ruetial wembers e the u-M leglajta. an
the Author Of the f lamyusI militasy kW Of
18@9.
Major Wobbles was a very sick =sia up to the

time of taking Paines celery ecmposed.
In proof of what that remarkable remedy cae do

to make a sick pesson strong and welt, Major Rob
buIs Ietter fromn 35adtanapnath best tells Its ownm
straightforward story.
'-I sw troubled with a torpid liver, meastipation

rend the accompanying sallow complexion, while my
etatire agrous system Was entirely daered, al
I -as greatly reduced Is ersh. Whie So this con-
dition I was taken down with a very severe attest of
'he grip, MA was for a lowg aim ~e to the
house and sty bed. I

"I resorted to various medicines and teooes, and
Under their temporary imamenee mAe several at-
tempts to resumte mys busiswss of .traveling about
In the Interets of A. Steffen, cigar mossfacturer, of

thi ct; but rpW suaceeded relpse, and I met
only yas obliged to abandon my besioess, but grow-
Ing gradually woase, became appreheabite of the

"At this juntture my mnother- *n-law, who bad
used ycur runedy with gratifyring results, prevailed
upon mne to comm---- taking Paine's celery comn-

ptemd, tad It goves wee great pleasure to state that
I at once began to fleel Its bemellcial effeets.

PAINTED IN THREE ROURS.L

Am Artist's Stranage Coe...i..e. and
the Way me Exeeated it.

From the New York Herald.
Daniel Huntington, former president of

the National Academy, related recently an
odd art experience. The conversation had
been on Sir John Millais and his portrait
work and this reminded Mr. Huntington of
how, at one time, he painted a portrait In
three hours.

"I don't recall all the circumstances ex-
actly," began the veteran of the easeL "but
I do remember that the man came very
hurriedly to my studio one morning. He
announced that'lle had Just come from the
Iwest,that be, had heard of me, and wasnted
me to paint his portrait--it was to be a

present, an I remzemberfor his wife. 'But,'
he said, takring out his watch, 'I sail for
Europe this afternoon. All my business
has been finished, and I can give you-let
me see-three hours.'

"Of course, I declared that painting a
portrait under such conditions was abso-
lutely Impossible. But be refused to accept
my refusal. Hie declared that he had come

toNwok oe or aha ftm s

"I made fthe exeienta bu telndt

ben gfresponsteortepctr'.sces
Nee befo hacad ia opintd liersorapilando

rnvere snce. Durng thelo loatte pto then
etie am ste hewahs etheln hierand
Preiely wat takedn exirto ofth avt 'te athreeo
house let be. *

"F reort teo ry. I nedit awitis a fe
udys thnd tepoased thmepersona e awent to

temts o edi Thybiry-eme Fraet. se
"nThe mstetrem . ten. cigar msu ever, one
athrse to btak, rlspay Selr Claude ad Cret-
pny, ins oise teoiransan " ewamseut ithoth

ultimare Iws iin lardtvefo
fenc wth aJund ta morer-lr thorty-
uon e to Wemameaured is' ielyaftr-
poand, and it gws sted at thnne timtae thbe
thet seon besto jump ibn point offseth

Ahi lattrjup howa~eer whuuich wa er

tomuhe doubt Afte thehored mad
Frt h rew ha tonHe thr rceldig.
andess Hunigortkng anyrmeasreents.f
oMdawtl eeralce Tpecoonorseobak
een oidn Sir h cours ndhi pe.a

wo A a erd this eree Mr.Htingtn.

tree horsn.Weky
AI vonyterecaallalwithe circumstances ex

farofremesmble Hat poo mancaeheryi
nuely broen-yeatud. one wasrcongding
herntoules* onte d t nome and te

west tat hfa, had her ofrme.nd ateo
are tot pnt enoig potrwit ohs o ae ao
pesenwths rmem fr i ie. u,

has tee cnshed, ad afaive oete
tha seae-tre hars."
"Whyos, ha dared that pdonting

myh reusl Hae' declaed nthatg but havoe
pealed for thi; thato de wolhae- o
"What else aiad"a ewol o

Never beor had sai'one sohn roapiy and

ourhe eftr me.='

W. ROBBilS.
a Military Bil Made
Ilery Gommui.

"My appetite, wkth had taled me, setmun4, -Y
cnstigatis -esed nd very om ay liver berase
oma its aetion. Fitolring thi y teetek-
es and hededoes aesed. sed I Iema s gata
-k.The testjsms hteld ame that he grip had

bitberte bad was weliaed. and I WSt lavismyted
and strengtiese, s I e ed smew my owortkia,
and fee tree tom the lagud. enereated fet.,Al
that lad s leag pssend nae.

"My Mtrens were pleasantly srprisd wit the
chruge In my corMtie, aSl I wA cly so happy
to re--omnd laiesa ceteryonYpend to asak af
ay scquaintanees W were Ontog ftrOm RayOF the
eOapse-I. which so C'empliaeted mY case. Tber-
tge I again ay I fel impelled by a deep sea" Of
gratitede to expre-s hew mb I bave een belped.
ger I ner feel and loktie a new SSa."
Phystia who jely a 4mi-'a etery -mgfpmEd-

as thousands of te amot wid-awske -m-b- 4t
the protesk are doiag. espedall mew that nearly
every one feels the need at a ge@uine Gpn rem-

edy-phytetaans krow ver well what that laSgME-
and ttat tired feeling amIqm. 1I%-y knew that de-
bility today often reeults in mesSu rOuestratiam 1e-
nnmrw. unless the tired qmotem is quky Is-
Vignaated.
'That Is shy al ever the country today Paine's

celery compound is %etg taken biy the adwice 4C
dsled physram. Ij is the ene temedy that phy-
skirs caneuanweteisei eMil a 8m0010 nprig
remmedy. Try it.

ONLY. TEREE NOWARCEM CeOWNEO.

The Comnzg Ceaematten Of the Cowa
&"d Can=ema Wm e Unique.

Frem a Eandan Letter.
The magnificet and costly preparations

now going on at Moscow and elsqwhere for
the approaching coronation of the czar and
cearina recall to mind the Mact that very
few European sovereigns have gone through
the ancient cerem.-nies which constitute a

"duly anointed king." With the exception
of Queen Victoria, the Emperor King of
Austria, Bohemia and Hungary. and King
Oscar of Sweden. no other reigning monarch
has been consectated by religious rite. Is
the case of the King of Italy the'eh were
obvious reasons why the services of the
church should hpve been dispensed with.
It is less intelligible that so Catholic a king
as Carlos of Portugal should have been con-
tent to take the oath. in the cortee and at-
tend a "Te Deum" only in the cathedral.
A mere oath. too. sufficed for the establish-
ment of King George upon the somenrsat
rickety Hellnic throne.
The crowas of Hotland and Spain. of

course, are, so to speak, In commiamisn. As
to the kaiser, he did mt even care to go
through the formnality observed by his
grandfather, who put the esown upon his
own head, but deemed it enough to makre a
solemn declaration at the opening of the
imoperilt parlisment.

Them He Weut ern.
Poemn the Inmp.-....n IaimL.
The young man who had traveled began:
"And there I stood, the abyss yawning at

my feet-"
"Was It yawning betee you got there, or

did it begin after you arrived?" asked the
young wonaan who has never been away,
and then the ymung man found that he had
just time to caeth the last car.

He Was Seosry lee the 3em,
From the Seamerrlio (M auinsmem
Angry Passenger (to conductor who haa

Just enforced a rule)-"You'll be sorry for
this! I'll -e that you are relported to head-
quarters. I want you to understand, sir,
that I am the wife of the president of this
company!"
Conductor (sympathetically)-'AWell, mum,I have always understood that even the

groat and powerful have their sorrows, just
like the rest of us,"

And These Was lie Bleed Shed.
From the Sam Fraa-tsre Post.

I overheard the following conversation on
a Market street car yesterday between a
couple of young men:
"I told you that fellow Moore was a scoun-

drel" declared one, "and I told him so yes-
terday."
"You did?" And the other comnmenced

looking his friend over for evidences of a
conflict. "What did he say?"
"Oh, I didn't listen to him, I told him he

wasn a liar, a thief and a scoundrel, and that
I would punch his nose if he said a word teme."
"Whet did he do?"
"Nothing; he is a coward."
"I don't believe that. I have seen himtfight at the drop of a hat. Didn't he say a

word back?'
"I don't knowt I hung up the telephone."


